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It was "Rottah," the choicest term that's sung fey a flattering Sahib in his alien tongue. So pleased was I to hear and see The gracious words here written of me, That I gave the scribe a double fee.
Then why did the Sahib cast me lightly aside. Of his household the mainstay, prop, and pride ?
Believe it or not, the truth I tell,
My brothers, I do not know. 'Tie a mystery all.   No cause can I give
For the sudden and crushing blow. Without doubt the Sahibs have wildering ways. They are food for hell, the Great Book says. I have busily studied for fifty years This race which glories in our tears, And at times I have found of reason's light A ray or two shine through the night. Yet this surpasses all my ski]l, And a portent strange it remaineth still. I will tell you the tale.   Yourselves shall strive The riddle to read, the rock to rive.
At six o'clock in the early morn
I take the Sahib his tea, "Which I lay on a table beside his head
As silent as may be. And then I warily lift the sheet, That has guarded all night the Sahib's feet, And with lissome fingers and touch of air, I encase his feet in a woollen pair